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Poetry

Travelin
I'll just hop in a box, tape it up, and stick on a few stamps.
As air mail, of course.
I'll perfonn a double-backward somersault off the wing
and parachute to land.
In England, at dusk, I'll dine with the Queen on pheasant and
pomegranates.
In Tibet, I'll dance with the monks till twilight.
In Gennany I'll make peace with the communists over cocktails.
Next Africa.
The natives and I will hunt wild boar and gather
the ivory of an elephant.
In Alaska, Eskimos and I will save the whales and have a. fish
fry.
When postage and handling are paid, I'll awake in Egypt.
King Tut and I will party in the pyramids.
In the end, I'll be marked "Handle with care" and "Return to
sender."

by Kari Lynn Podo/an
1

The Fall of the Picket Fence
The city breathes
)ike a dying man,
the river's stagnant wheeze,
a black lunged cough.
I rest here
on this slab, the concrete
chemical eaten and crumbled.
Water seeps through
the browning rib cage
. of a carp who
reaches through the
oily black sand,
grasping for air.
My head drops
to my hands.
I exhale,
lean back,
my eyes take in the
grey sky.
Behind me
the wind moves
a skeleton branch
against a fence a death rattle.
(cont'd., new stanza)
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At my silent feet
the river slides,
a vein of rot,
a perished city's
zombie blood
draining away.

by Melissa J. Favara

3

Kill the Gremlins
I

want

to

shout,

"MUSE,
CONTROL MY PEN!!!!"
but
it locks itself
. inside a tiny tin box
with BIG blue ears
and periwinkle bow ties.
They're wearing Nikes
on their
little curled feet.
BUT
they are holding him captive
OR
are they his body guards?
Does it have a body?
Does it need body guards like President Bush?
(and if it has a body, it's better than Bush's, I'm sure!)
Is my muse
mad
at me?
I did borrow a line
Gust one)
from Russel Edson. (Ah, Edson!)
(Cont'd., no new stanza)
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But jealousy
is not

a common muse
characteristic.

SHAKE
the box!
KILL
the gremlins!
I didn't mean to offend you
dear muse.

by Sara Stock

5

Inside
A dirty sick man.
trembling at the sound of the river.
lay weak in a bed of morning flowers.
The sharp scent made him tighten.
He ignored the bird and the sunlight.
He knew he was losing grasp
of anything that was real.
Tmpped inside a shell of flesh.
he squirmed down to his toes.
Finding no escape. he returned
to the empty head.
to scream.
silence.
He no longer jolts at the biting flies.
they just bite and bite and bite.
Forever he sits alone.
longing to feel again.

by Tim DeWit
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A SORRY DAY FOR THAT GUY
I plan to leash you
home with me.
Leather on your neck.
Leather shoes whip a leather street.
Oil poured under my feet.
Wiley Coyote,
Beep, beep.
I'm knocked down a few pegs,
fallon my knees
with your head in my lap.
Are you dying... darling?
I lick your forehead
with a loose, wet tongue.
I lick your whole face.
I like to.

by Jamaica Taber
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Old Man Winter
Old Man Winter came for his annual visit,
Spreading his white through the black of the city.
The Innocents hailed him with shouts of joy
As the Homeless looked on silently,
Hanging their heads.
"Don't you like the snow?"
Asked a red-faced Innocent
The Homeless woman,
Once a red-faced Innocent herself
But now pale and calloused,
Whispered, "No."
Looking up, the Homeless woman gave
A rueful smile, turned, and walked
To her cool catacomb.

by Meggin Kahn Silverman

8

Nov. 19, 1990
Waking up slowly
in the pale morning,
with cigarette smoke
shifting around in the air...
Outside, hushed light falling quietly
through the pleated sky,
and a few last leaves
twittering across the clouds.
I roll over again on the floor,
coughing and sweating,
knocking over a beer bottle,
and trying to fall asleep again,
the grey, smokey air swirling around me
as I huddle in my blanket...
Then you're kicking me in the shoulder
and saying you gotta go to work,
so I get up and flfSt thing
go to look out the window;
the graveyard shining lonely and cold...
Last night seems so far away now
in the new morning
as I prepare myself for another day.

by Seth Nehil

9

April 8-9, In Five Parts
What I feel like
walking around with
tiny cymbals ringing
beside my ears:
trYing to take nothing for granted,
I shut my eyes
and listen carefully.
I saw a thin line
of bricks breaking through
the dry leaves in the forest
by the side of the road.
Cr~eping down the slope
to see what it was,
I discovered a small brick opening
that led to a drainage pipe
which disappeared into the darkness
under the road.
I could see nothing-I could only hear
a slight rushing drone
of water far away.
I got a letter from a friend
who said she was searching
for a world inside this world.
She told me not to try
to' change her opinion,
but I wasn't even thinking of trying.
(cont'd., no new stanza)
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I thought her precise observations
of small details were fascinating
and I wished I was like her-an intellectual thinker
and slight hermit
who is easily able to voice
her rather strange attitudes.
Working in the garden,
picking raspberries,
I noticed a small, tan shell
of. skin, attached
to the underside of a leaf.
As I reached for it,
the tiny, paper-thin wings
fell off the carcass,
fluttering down
among the flowers and vegetables.
I decided not to remove the body.
Trying to take nothing for granted,
I shut my eyes
and listened carefully;
it was then that I caught
a faint whisper
of a world inside this world,
only I didn't see what it was:
I had my eyes closed.

by Seth Nehil

11

Judy Jones
He loves her
and tells her so.
She smiles and averts her eyes.
He sacrifices his morality
and labors until his soul is sore
to give her all she desires.
She utters a tired sigh and breathes,
"You are sweet, but I am happy with what I have."
He paupers himself
and journeys through his mind
to show her his true being.
She laughs at his efforts
and reveals to him,
"I knew who you were from the start."
He hangs himself with his obsession
until his faith collapses
and·through his drunken lips he sobs,
"I can do nothing to make you love me!"
She gazes into his eyes for the fIrst time
and replies
"I know."

by Colin Klein

12

untilled

Steel blade slashes
across my thumb
with an icy lick
that sinks into my skin.
Redness rushes forth
as if escaping
from some hidden prison
deep within my hean.
As the blood slithers
down my wrist.
our fingers press together
and the well of liquid scarlet
floods and overflows
with the quick energy
of this sudden bond.
Five perfect bloody spheres
fall and splash across the floor.
They sink deep
and settle inside the wood,
staining it forever
with the love that we have made.

by Katherine E. Murray
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the stamen is taboo?
It's :the usual trip
to the Lakewood district
East Side; Can't hide the industrialized
Down Lake onto Lamont, last house on the left
Two stories of wood, it contained one, Robert Arthur Bailey.
Walk in (they know me well)
"Bob here'!"
"Upstairs."
Out of kitchen, up the steps
keep to the right, all the way back.
Boom-Boom-Boom of a bass kicks.
Bob looks up, on the floor he sits.
"Sup'!" he says. turning music down.
"Nothing much." I look at him. then around.
"Hey, I got something for you," he says.
Bob begins, "I was at this Pool hall yesterday,
the table stole my quarter to my dismay."
He looked sad like a boy whose fish died.
His face suddenly changed, though,
changed into a big sick diabolical glow.
After a search of the room
he appeared with an object in hand.
It was spherical in shape,
black as Bush's heart,
on either side was an eight.
(cont'd., new stanza)
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"So I took an important part,
I grabbed this before I left."
He looked happy about his theft
"It just jumped into my hand."
He threw it toward me.
I grabbed it in the air.
I juggled it for awhile.
Rolled it, threw it, then just held it.
An hour later I began to leave-ball in hand, memory embedded
Stuck lock-jaw hard.

by Sean Jones

15

family locket
As a birthday present many years earlier
I never understood the meaning of the locket,
but as I grow older the meaning grows clearer.
It dangles from its etched gold chain
like a pendulum
swinging from a clock.
It's hidden away in the back of my jewelry
box
tucked tightly in a taffeta box
like a small child cradled by her mother.
Though tarnished as years pass,
Yet the beauty is never lost.
A river of family history flows from
the portraits within the locket.
All but one
have passed on to different worlds.
Each time I touch the roses on the front
or. look at the smiling faces on the inside
I see Grandma's Irish eyes smiling down on
me from above.
Some of the people captured in the pictures
I never knew.
Some even my father never knew-his own father included.
Though I never met some of these people,
I feel I know them well.
The breath of life is carried by the young
generation to generation.
It cries as those who hold it dear
pass on.
And the locket whispers once again
~elling the tale of the past to the young.

by Calli Schommer
16

Orchestra Hall
Notes
soar off in
all directions,
flapping their
wings as the
harmonies swell.
Even the cupids and vines
that decorate
the ceiling
cannot resist
the hypnotic pull of the music.
They swing from the chandeliers,
dancing faster and faster
in the whirlwind of noise
until
silence
not a breath is taken
and with a roar that
surrounds and drowns me,
I'm pulled up
out of my seat
and into the
crowd's ovation.
I look up and the plaster

sleeps ~

by Sunshine VanBael
17

THE DISLIKED DAUGHTER
Dad left her alone without recognition
To play with her stiff doll.
The doll that couldn't eat or wet its pants
Spoke to her with piercing eyes.
Neither had a heart, or were alive.
Each ·saw through eyes of indifference,
Eyes that wanted to be acknowledged
Loved and embraced.
Eyes that were hidden by his newspaper
Unfolded in the air.
Eyes that were invisible behind the television,
Or peeking from behind the alligator skin briefcase.
Someday, she .said,
He will see my eyes in color.

by

~handra

Vostral
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untitled

The sky swallows the streets
wheat and mobile homes
dirt and gravel leading somewhere.
No highrises, no racket, other than the roosters,
Except on Plain Street,
Where twelve new two stories
with shiny cement driveways stand.
Grandma still doesn't understand why.
Someday Grandma will
take her bony arms
her squeaky voice and
holler and hammer away
at that "stupid cement."
She brings it up at
town meetings
but folks here are more worried about
what to do
with poor old crazy Thelma's roosters.

by Chandra Vostral

19

A Visitor
Lying on my cot
with only another ten year old companion .
.With a gentle poof
darkness envelopes us
the tent seems to close in around us
in the distance
I hear the gentle call of the wild
.crooning to my weary eyes,
then,
all of a sudden,
I jump up.
I was awakened
by a ever so gentle roaring,
a roaring in the distance,
coming closer,
the closer it comes
. the less friendly
it sounds.
The only thing between us
and the undisputed king of the Mara,
a simple nylon tent.
Trying to cope with my own fears
. and that of a ten year old,
the only sound we make
is that of our teeth.
(cont'd., no new stanza)
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Shouts
in a native tongue.
the only word I was able to comprehend,
simba,
the natives keep shouting,
simba,
then the gun,
that awful gun
one simple shot,
silence.

by Connie Byington

'>
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Things My M~ther Won't Find In My Room
The lost city of Troy; I moved it.
Alien life forms; they left last Tuesday.
Clean clothes; I can never remember which pile is clean.
A 200 pound stuffed Marlin; I don"t fish.
The reception for the next royal wedding; rm booked solid.
The Christmas ornaments I made in fIrSt grade; I ate them"
Piles of homework--yeah right.
Satanic symbols carved into the walls; I need to redecorate.
$500"000 in a brown" leather satchel; it"s in all the movies.
The instruction manual for the lawnmower; why does my dad think
rd have it?
Perry Como records; rve given up audio torture.
A half empty box of condoms; I couldn"t bear another talk about
"when a man and woman...••
Myself; life is too much fun to spend in my room.

by Andrew Davis
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Ike Coaching
You must rumble the hurrah of these turkeys.
You will crash the cross of their case.
Don't disbomble your system,
But confidently spackle your order.
Now thump to the end.
Gruffity griff, griffity gruff,
Dang nabbit, gol narbit, snaggly rabbit!
Return and bust out there or elsel
Go, go, go.
:03, :02, :01,
Bzzzzzt
Yeah!
Pawns, I'm brimmed by the way you cleaned,
Great job!

by Micah Burch

23

Delirium in the Morning
Waking up is definitely on the bottom of my list this
morning.
Rolling over, I notice the tip of a chainsaw effectively
tearing its way through the carpet surrounding my bed.
Hoping to block out the s0und~ I slam my pillow over my
despairing face.
Suddenly my bed drops away from my body crashing to the
floor below in a pile of creaking springs and twisted
metal.
Skillfully twisting my half-awake body I manage to grab the
,
edge of my splintered bedroom floor.
While dangling from the kitchen ceiling, I catch a
glimpse of my mother through mung rimmed eyes.
Grinning shrewdly while leaning to the side under the weight
of her chainsaw.
·
Gosh, I don't know which is worse.
a mother who yanks the covers off of you,
or one who cuts your bed from under you.

by David M fies
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Thumbelina
Holding her baby girl, she whispers,
I'll call you Thumbelina
for I hope that you'll be as small as my thumb.
Then
secretly pulling out her magic scissors begins
snipping away at Thumbelina.
An ear here,
an arm there,
till all she has left is a tiny beating
heart in the palm of her
bloodied hand.
Smiling gleefully the young woman doesn't notice the old
nurse who has screamed and run
helter skelter
from the hospital room.
She doesn't know about the nurse who is now phoning
the police,
the mental institute,
and the morgue,
who are on their way to pick up the crazy young woman
sitting in a pool of blood
.
on her hospital bed
with her baby's body
all around her
while smiling at the heart
in the palm of her
hand.

by David Miles
25

Dziadzio (Grandfather)
I think of him
Sitting in the cellar
His scarred and cracked hands
Cutting and hammering.
The work is hard.
But he doesn't stop.
I worry.
He keeps shaping and sanding,
Giving life
To fonnless wood.
The Queen Anne bench
Finished ~d polished
Shines in the warm sunlight
In my room.
.

by Andrea Kovalak

26

Prose

27

LLPP
by Renae Robson

April 20, 1987
Dear Phoebe,
Hil My name is Jon, and I got your address from Tiger Beat magazine. You said
you were looking for a pen pal--wen, look no further, because here I am! I really enjoy
writing letters, like you, and was looking for a pen pal myself.
I am also a freshman at a high school called Mayo (named after the Mayo doctors,
not the salad dressing). I don't enjoy school very much, especially science. The teacher is
really boring, and gives a lot of homework:.
Do you have any brothers or sisters? I have a little brother. My whole family calls
him PITA--(can you guess what that stands for?) I also have an older sister, but she lives
with my dad. My parents are divorced. I don't see my dad much, because he lives in
Minneapolis. which is about an hour from Rochester, where I live. My sister is a senior. and
I really miss her a lot. We are really close. I was sad when my mom and I moved. She
decided to stay and finish up high school in Minneapolis.
So, do you play any SpoRS? I just joined the basketball team at my school, and
wrestle in a local league, so I don't have much spare time. I'm always willing to make time
to write, though, if you are. I'll try to be as faithful of a pen pal as I can! Please write
soon. I'm waiting to hear from you!
Yours Truly.
Jon Cooly
P.S. In case you're wondering what I look like, here's a picture of me with my little brother,
Nathan.
April 25, 1987
Dear Jon,
Hi! I'm so happy to fmally hear from someone. I thought nobody was going to
write to mel Thanks for the picture. I also have black hair and blue eyes--isn't that funky?
Mine is a little longer, though! It's all one length, past my shoulders. It's hard to manage,
so I'm thinking about getting it cut. I'm sorry I couldn't send a picture. but I couldn't find
any good ones. Then agai'1, I'm not very photogenic. I'll try to find one and send it with
the next letter--kay?
I also have a younger brother, and he is also a pain in the rear (I understood PITA).
He is twelve, and his name is Mikey. He's at that age where he likes to play practical jokes.
We get along pretty well, though. most of the time. He just discovered that girls can be
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pretty okay. It's so cute, seeing him flirt with them. My parents are still together, and very
happy. We're all very close. I consider myself lucky to have such. great funily.
Anyway, you're a wrestler, eh? That's really interesting. Is 11• lot of work? It
must be pretty tough. I dance five times a week, so that keeps me really busy. I don't have
much time for school sports, but to me, it's worth it. I take tap and jazz classes. I quit
ballet. It was too boring for me. Every year, we put on this huge recital. I love being up
on stage more than anything.
Well, I guess I'll sign off. Please write soon!
Your friend,
Phoebe
November 23, 1987
Hey Pheebl
What's up? Not too much here in Minnesota! Does it get as cold in Dettoit as it
does here? At the moment, my teeth are chattering! I can't believe it-there's already snow
on the ground, and it's only November! 8rrr!
I can't believe we've been writing for seven months now. Any other pen pal I've
had only lasted about three letters!
You know how I told you about my dad's girlfriend, Kate? Well, he dropped the
bomb on me yesterday. He's marryinl her! I can't believe it. What a joke. My dad
cancelled plans with me and Nathan again so he could take her to Hawaii. I mean, maybe
I'm just being jealous, but I can't help wishing that just once in awhile, he'd choose me and
Nate over her. After all, he sees Kate every day, and barely ever sees us. I tried giving Kate
a chance, like you said I should, but it didn't work. I hate her, and I don't think she's
particularly fond of me either.
How is everything for you? Are things getting better between you and that friend of
yours, Tara? It didn't sound to me like she had any right to get mad at you. I can see
where she'd be hurt about not getting invited to Carmen's party, but she shouldn't blame
you for going. Well, I hope everything gelS worked out soon for you.
Well, I'd better hit the high road! Write soon, and send another picture. I'U take as
many as I can get!
Love ya,
Jon
P.S. Life Long Pen Pal
P.S.S. Here's a little something for your birthday. Sorry it's late!
April 20, 1988
Dearest Jonboy,
WOW! Can you believe we've been writing for a whole year? Is that funky or
what? It went by so fast. I'm so glad we've become such great friends. I hope we can
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always keep in touch. Thanks for always bein& &here for me, when I nccdcd someone to
talk to, and lisicning to all of my problems.
Arc thin&• acttina better with you and Kate? I can't believe your dad is aoing to
tell your mom about &he fight you auys aot into. Do you really think your mom will make
you miss &he concen?? She can't! It's "Uvins Colour.~ your favorite band in the whole
world! I bet she'll undcntand, if you explain what happened to her. Just tell her that you
didn't mean to mouth off io Kate. Your mom seems to be preny undcn\~ng and fair. I'm
sure she'll let you 10. I know this is probably the lut thin& you want to hear, but maybe
you should apoloJizc to Kate. Just Jive it one more try. Maybe she could tum out to be a
really &ood friend-life would be a lot easier for everybody, you know.
How's your le&? Doing better, I hope. Arc you still in a wbcck:hair'l I hope you
don't have to miu out on the rest of the wrestling season.
~ for Tara and I, we're no longer spcakina to each other. She keeps finding all of
these stupid J'CUOlll to act mad at me, and I'm scttina really sick of id
Please write real aoon. I look forward to your·lettcrl everyday.
Love always,
Phccb xo

P.L. ILPP
September 6, 1988
Ocar Phccb,
How's my favorite gal? I did something really stupid. I misplaced your last lcncrl
So if I doo'f answer some of your questions, I'm sorry! I have every other letter you ' ve
sent me in my room. I swear.
HEYi The lut"picturc you sent me wu AWESOMElll What do you mean, you're
not photoacnic? You're crazy, Phccbl I honestly think you arc the prettiest girl that I have
ever seen.
I can't believe we're actually going to be Juniors. Do you realize that when we first
started writing, we were Freshmen?! That's so weird. I also can't believe that we've never
met, and yet I feel so close to you. You arc such a big pan of my lifc--thc only bright spot
in my life sometimes. I'm so glad that we've both stuck to our pen pal promise to keep
writing. We've actually been writing religiously every single week for a year and a half.
Oh, yeah. That idea about sending the casscnc with your voice on it was great. It
was such a nice aurprisc--thanks a loL Now I can listen to my Phoebe any time I want!
Sometimes I repct our decision to not exchange phone numbers. I know we agreed to that
because it would be an easy-out to call instead of write, and then we wouldn't really be able
to call ourselves pen pals anymore. But sometimes I really need to hear you. So now,
whenever I get really lonely, all I have to do is press a button and I can listen to your sexy
voice ..
It'a still not as &ood as seeing you, though. I was so disappointed that our plans for
last surruncr fell throush. Hopefully, this summer, we can get together.
Well, I'd better hit the high road! Please write (I know you will, but I'll say it
anyway!). Your letters arc so important to me, Phoebe.
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Love,
Jonboy xo
P.S. LLPP
P.S.S. So you got a rabbit, huh7 I've been trying to think of a name, lilte you asked. How
about Snickers? After all, that's your favorite candybar!
·
November 23, 1988
Howdy, Joni
Herc's a little something for your birthday. By the way, thanb for the bracelet you
sent to me. I absolutely love it. I'm wearing it right now, and will never take it off, I
promise! Thursday, Mom and Dad threw me a surprise party. It wu great, except. .. well, I
just wish you could've been there. After all, you arc my best mend, and my LIJ>PI
I hope your birthday is great. I still think it's really funky, that our birthdays arc so
close together! H you were here, we could celebrate them together! I really meant what I
said before, about you being my best friend. Sometimes I feel like you're the only true mend
I have.
Hope to hear from you soon. Have a great birthday, Jon
Love you,
Phoebe xo
P.S. I check the mail every day for your leuersl
P.S.S. LLPP
June 5, 1989
Dear Pheeb,
YOU'LL NEVER OUESS WHAT777 My parents said YESll I'm so happy. After
over two years, we'll finally get to meet. Phoebe, I can't wait to see you, to hear your voice
in person. How long can I stay7 Have your parents decided on the dates yet? If it'I okay,
my parents said I could come for three weeks in July. This is going to be the best sununer
of my whole life!
Anyway, we're out of school (ah·hah, you still have another week to go). I'm so
glad finals arc over - what a reliefl My French test was really tough, and the only one I
really had a lot of trouble with. I hope you do okay on your French exam. I'm sure you
will, the brain that you arc!
Thought you' d be interested to know that Kate and I went out to dinner Jut night just the two of us, so we could talk. I actually had a really great time. And this, you will
not believe - I invited Mr! Phoebe, my life is wonderful since you came into it I actually
think: everything Is going to be okay, thanks to you. You're the cause of everything good
that's happened to me. Thanks IO much for the confidence that you've aiven me, to make
amends with Kate. You were right - there was no reason why we couldn' t be friends. It just
took me a long time to act past my stubbornness and figure that out
Well, I'd better hit the high road! I can't wait to ICC you, Phoebe.
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Love Alway••
JonOOyxxoo
P.S. ll.PP
P.S.S. Ob, and Phoebe..le I'aimc.
June 23, .1989
Dear Jon,
Hil WhaI's Ihc maItcI"l This is aclually Ihc firaI time since we've been writing Ibal
I've bad 10 Miac IW~ in a rowl I undcrsIand if you've been busy, abough. I'll forgive
you.." gucul (HardyHar Har.)
I'm so excilCd 10 sec you. We'U have such a greal time IOgelber. I have some really
neal s~ff planned for us. I'm sorry, bUIYOU'fcgoing 10have .10sleep on Ibe sofa downstairs
because we'fC redoing abe guc51room and it doesn'l look like ii's going 10 be done by Ihe
time you gel here.
Well, please wriac SOON. I'm waiting 10 hear from you.
Love Alway••
Pheeb xo
P.S. ll.PP
June 28, 1989
Jon, I'm worriedl
IllS been Ihrcc weeks. Where arc you? If you broke your arm or arc in Ibe hospital
or somelhing, diclate 10 someone, jusl to lei me know whal happened. Now I also regret our
decision noIlO exchange phone numbers. I'm climbing abe waUs. Please don't let Ibis letter
go unanswered • please fCSpondand let me know evcrylhing is okay. If you'fc having a
particular problem, lea's 1alIt. You Imow I'll undcrsland. I'm waiting 10 hear from you.
Love,
Phoebe
July 2, 1989
Dearesl Phoebe,
I am very sony Ibal I haven'l responded to your last 1W0letters. I lried to gel your
phone number, bUI you were unlisted. Whal I have 10 lell you is going 10 come as quile a
shock
you • it wu for all of us. Jon is dead. He was kiUed in a drunk-driving accident
while:h~ wu OUIwilb his buddies. He was silting in Ibe passenger side of his friend's car
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when they were hit. Before the image I know you have of him is totally shattered, I'd like
to tell you that he wasn't drunk; none of his friends were. They were all victims of an
intoxicated driver.
Phoebe, I Ienow that you were a very special person to Jon. All he ever tallced about
was you. He couldn't wait to see you in July. He really loved you, Phoebe. You really
helped straighten his life around. Jon had a lot of biuer feelings inside after his father and
my divorce, and you helped him clear all of that away. You made the last three years of his
life full and happy, in a way that I couldn't I will always be grateful to you for that. Please
take care. Hopefully you will get the support you need from your family and friends to get
through this. I plan on attending a MADD Meeting when I am stronger emotionally.
Honey, thanks again for everything.
Deepest Regrets,
Jane Kramer
(Jon's mother)
February 9, 1990
My dearest Jonboy,
A pile of incomplete letters now litters my floor. So many times I've tried to express
how I feel, or felt, or something - but every time I tried to write my thouJbts on paper, I just
couldn't describe them You were so perfect for me - or so it seemed - to me, losing you
was like losing a parent or a close relative. And now, even part of me is gone, too.
Even though we never met, we were so close, sometimes I could almost hear you
laughing at my jokes or screaming about your troubles.
You taught me so much about myself, Jon. I learned that I am not alway. invincible,
and that I could be very insecure at times. I also learned not to be so self-centered - that
other people have problems too.
It's been seven months since I found out that you were no longer going to be'a part
of my life, Jon, but the feelings still remain so fresh, like a burn or scath that refuses to heal.
Sometimes I found myself looking for your qualities in other people, even though I Ienew it
was. It sounds crazy, doesn't it? But it's true. And for a long .time, I closed myself off to
others, and had a hard time establishing new friendships. The reason was because I always
became disappointed when I realiz.ed I couldn't find another like you.
Whenever I try to explain to others how I feel, they just can't understand. They
always say that since I never met you in person, it's got to be a lot easier for me to handle.
But that couldn't be further from the truth. You knl'Wme like no one else. You could sense
my every emotion, and my heart was laid out like an open book that only you could read.
Jon, why? It's so hard for me to grasp the reason for all of thi.. It'. just so
, frustrating not Ienowing what our relationship would've been like. Maybe we would've hated
each other (that is a good possibility, you Ienow). On the other hand, people alway. say that
everyone meets somebody that is perfect for them, and who they'D want to .pend the rest of
their life with. Now I'll never Ienowif you were that person.
It's goUen better, though. It really has. At fIrSt, and for a long time, there was this
stinging feeling; a constant burning for my loss. Now, there's just a duD, empty ache inside.
I'm not sure what the feeling is, or how to make it go away. I just wish we could've met
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Then, at leut I would have known what you really looked like. I would have more than just
the image of you that my imagination created, which iI aU I'm left with now.
This iI my last and final letter to you, Jon. I'd likc to thank you for giving me the
courag~ and IlrclIgth I nccdcd to go after the things I dClircd. Your picture will never leave
my desktop.
Where arc you, Jon? I hope it's beautiful thc:rc. I hope it's everything you imagined-like the place you always said you wanted to take me away ro--with lush, green meadows
of dcergrua that sinks u you lay down in it, and babbling brooks that we can sec our
reOcctiOOlin, and clear, vast skies. Is it peaceful there? Oh, I pray every night that you're
happy. I hope you're looking down on me fondly, from wherever you arc.
And now, I must say goodbye. This letter is the only way I could think of to help
me let go of you, which I've accepted as what I have to do. My life will evolve, I know,
and I'D fUld IOIDCOnC else who will be special to me in the way you were. I know I'll
change, maybe foe the bcuc:r, maybe not. Losing you hu already changed me a great deal.
But nobody will ever take your place. A drunk driver took you away. But I have the
memories, and nobody can ever steal those away from me. I will never, as long as I live,
forget what we shared. You were the best friend I could ever have. I am so happy, and feel
SO lucky just to have known you. That's what I have to be thankful about.
I love you, Jon.
Phoebe
P.S. llPP
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Lighthouse Fire
by Ben Kerr
8:05 p.m. December 31-

"Your mother stiU dresses you doesn't she?" he stammered with a pat on the right
shoulder to the late arrival Pattick.
John had been drinldng a bit and Pattick's cool stare seemed rather to prompt John
to further bothering than to stop the lICl "Yep, dressed you. right up 10 the racial expression,
and what a pretty outfit it is, 1 believe it's one of your mom's better choices. don't you agree,
Bryan?"
"Oh Jesus, John, give it a res••" 1 muttered half-heartedly, but 1 was loving the
perfonnance, it reminded me of their friction in my childhood. The nostalgic high easily
overpowered the guilt 1 felt for not trying to stop the problem. 1 wu smiling.
"Is she here yet?" Pattick asked me, his ice blue eyes &laml over with hope.
"No," 1 munnured. We were all waiting for her. 1 got up from the potato-hued love
seat, somehow 1 thought, or knew, she would arrive sooner if 1 was standing.
"Oh, she'U be here soon, I'm sure she couldn't stay away from me for more than a
year," John popped out as he poured another drink. His cocked &rin seemed 10 'grow in
proportion to the level of the alcohol in the glass. "How 'bout a drink there, Pat. 1 hear
gin-turtleneck combinations are the newest fashion trend."
Pattick was staring unmoved out the window.
John continued, "I never could appreciate the tmtIeneck how it clings and chokes its
wearer, hey maybe I'm just not drunk enough yet." he nodded u if verifying the problem,
"I just don't understand, the dalDl thing makes its wearer want 10 itch and throw it off in
grim, teeth-gritting expressions."
"Shut up!" Pattick spat out. wearing a grim, teeth-&rittedexpression.
John was unfazed. "You know it's just like a tmtIe--"
"It's the same every year with you, you're holding that drink as if it's your wife,"
Patrick burst in. "We can always count on you to be in the festive spirit. can't we, but
you'd think you might want to take a damn breath now and thenl"
"I would if the air were clean!" shouted John.
Patrick continued undaunted. "You're too busy making love wifh alcohol to find outl"
"You're right, I'm only fooling myself, 1 need help from those who mow better,"
John spilled in a sarcastic weeping tone. But he had donned a strange smile, u if he wanted
more spoon-feeding from Patrick.
Silence.
John broke in, "Know what? I think I'm the sober one here. I can see things so
clearly now, without frustrations, fears and propriety to block me. Everyone else is drunk,
staggering around and not aware, you all are drunk on the rules. I'm escaping."
''That's a drunk man's rationalization!" yelled Patrick.
"I could say the bloody same to you!" returned John.
"Guys--" I started.
"And youl" screamed John, swerving his head towards me like a slobbering animal,
"you can step off your damn pedestal for oncel You just love 10 play the traffic officer,
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directinl people 10 the proper direction, I should have bought you • damn whistle for
Ctlfistnwl Accidcnll happen, dammitl" His eyes fell 10 the floor as slowly as blackstrap
molasses and hia heavy brcathinl padually atrophied to make his entire atmosphere appear
motionless.
Pauick was looldnl out the window with a badly hidden smirk slapped across his
face. He agreed with John.
9:42 p.nt.-

"Where is she?" ukcd Patrick impatiently and nervously.
"Do you remember when she lot drunk?" I posed.
"I don't remember that: John muttered with childlike softness.
"That's because you were drunk too," Patrick added.
"Tell me about it. Bryan," John begled, with hia eyes still and open as his face
teetered slowly back and forth from the alcohol.
"She wu lellinl pleasantly numb with the beer_onI staned.
"Like you now: Patrick added.
I went OIl, "Patrick and I were teasing her about being drunk. She always told us
she never lot drunk. .She said 'Ouys, I am completely sober,' and 10 prove it, sh--"
"She caUed up "her math professor just 10 tell him she wasn't drunk," Patrick broke
in excitedly, "at two in the morning."
"Then she put down the phone and said, "See? I IOIdyou I wasn't drunk,''' I finished,
smilinl· at her.
"I think abe liked me: said John lfinninl.
"She liked me," I added.
"And me too: Patrick quickly stuffed in.
We were aU bcamina, we all belonled here now.
"She liked herself: reflected John.
"We loved her for it," Patrick whispered as if she wu lone.
"Jesus, abe carried me on her back to places I could never find, places I could never
find," reiterated John staring at the memory.
"Where is she?" asked Patrick again anxiously.
"She's probably dead," slipped John softly.
"Shut the hell upl" shouted Patrick.
"She's cominl, she'll be here," I said mechanically.
Long pause.
. "Did you guys know: staned John shaking, "that the day I was born, my mom's mom
died, my pandmother, the very same day."
Patrick and I looked at one another solemnly. We knew.
"I IUCSI she couldn't stand living a day in the same world with me, she probably
knew," said John laughing and stumbling..
"John-" Patrick anempted.
"Did I ever tell you I pushed my mother off the balcony, when she was drunk, by
accident, I didn't mean 10, I didn't," John paused, "she broke both legs."
"John, that never happened," I cried..
"It had 10 happen, happen in dream, in reality, in dream reality, somewhere I \mow
it happened. and she could never taUt to me aficr I did it," John pushed on, staring intently
downward.
"It never happened," echoed Patrick soothingly.
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No response.
It hadn't happened, John's mother had never drunk in her life.
motionless at the floor.
"Maybe 1 hurt her some other way," he whispered.
Silence.
//:27

John stiD stared

p.m.-

"Pat, why do you like to be called Patrick instead of Pat?" John inquiml. Now he
had completely relaxed into the alcohol and had curled into a tiaht ball on the love seat.
"I don't have time for you right no••••" spat Patrick. He was staring out the window.
"I just wish you'd answer this one question for me. I won't ask any more." John
muttered. The voice emanating from the ball was mumed, John had his face in his knees.
"What was the damn question?l" grumbled Patrick.
"I forgot."
'Then leave me alone." sighed Patrick. stiD looking out the window. "I can't see her
. anywhere." he swallowed.
"Sight Is overused." murmured John. "Everyone tries to understand the world through
their eyes. That's a lot of pressure. so you gotta rest them after every day. 1 remember what
she sounded like, she was music. Your ears always want more, they never get tired."
"Mine are getting tired now." announced Patrick. still watching the window framed
world.
"Mine never do," whispered John and he repeated it over and over. softer each time.
until he fell asleep.
.
"God. he never changes," said Patrick contentedly to me.
"He'll never stop changing." I said, just to change the words. And the phrase seemed
to make John appear happier to me as he slept.
"She's not coming." uttered Patrick. almost crying.
"You know she'D be here." I said sternly. then tenderly. "don't worry. she'D be here."
"How could we be friends with i'Ier in our lives?" asked Patrick, shaldng his head.
"How couJd we be friends without her7" I murmured to nobody.
"I hated to dance before I met her." he confided. "Her moving body could force nuns
to do the twist. Man. she enthralled me."
"She enthralled your loins." I said laughing lightly. then 1 felt ashamed.
"She lit every part of me." he shook in a cry-Iauah. "I •••Ish I knew where the damn
matches were. I can't ever find them. She knew where the light was. heD. she was the light."
"She was never wrong." I reflected.
"She was wrong once." breathed Patrick, nodding his head.
"Yes. she was wrong once." I agreed softly.
"She may have been wrong a few times. who the heD cares." Patrick smiled.
"She'd just saunter into your soul." I whispered.
"Her velvet eyes knew the combination," he sighed. "She'd just open the door. kick
off her shoes and relax."
"While she was there, she might hang a few pictures up, utt there in your soul," I
said looking downward. my voice seemed far away.
.
"She'd usually open the windows and let in the light. God, I'd hate that light."
muttered Patrick, shaking head in hand.
"You always hate it when you've been sleeping in the dark." I echoed hugging myself.
"Did you ever get a look at her soul?" he asked animated.
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"No," I &aidudIy.
"Mc ocilbcr."
"Hardly ICCIllS fair, doesn'l i11" I uttered calmly.
"Fairness Iw noahina 10 do with it," hc sighed. "I bet it's beautiful there."
"It's lhc prospect of seeina that keeps me goina," I sighed.
"Me 100," he whispered.
12:05"What lime is il711 Whal the hell time is 11111"screamed John wakina up, then he
checked lhc diaital clock in ihc room. NOh,shid I misllCdit, I missed itl" he was crying.
Then in a violent 1IOnD, scrcamina and cryina profanities,"he slancd 10 tear up the
room. Throwinl boob, iIammin, off the liahts, brcakina &lassand then tearina the broken
glass OUI of bia banda.
~JCSUIOlrisl, arab himl" yclled Patrick frozen in consternation.
I couldn'l move.
Suddcn1y John slOpped and wrapped himself inlO a sitting ball, arms around knees,
crying and rocIdnl back and forah.
"I jusl wanted a tunlcncck, I only wanted a tunlencck: he sobbed. "My mom would
get me one if I bad said so in a resolution, I could tell her 'Look, I won a medal, it's a gold
medal, Mom. il's shiny and you can touch it,' and then she would buy me a tunleneck, she
would be the tunlencck, I'd wear it and the itch wouldn't bother me, it wouldn't."
Patrick aumed OIl lhc liahts.
"Tum off lhc damn lightsl" John screamed. "I can only sec her in the dark. She, I
know, she, I'm sorry, I'm sorry..." he cried shakina.
Silence.
"Your molhc:risn'l comina through that door, she is," Patrick said.
"No, she isn't. my mother killed her: John wailed frantically. "My mother gave her
the disease, she'slona be dead. it kills us all, but she wu 100 fragile, she couldn't live if she
was dead in life."
"Wc're nOi dead and neither is she'" I shrieked.
"Yes wc are," he said.
"But she's notl" shOuted Patrick shaking.
"Yes she is, my mom killed her, I killed her, you killed her: John said softly and
then plcadina, "wc didn'l mean 10, we tried, I tried not 10, I didn't want 10."
"Where is she11" cried Patrick.
"Who1" asked John.
"She's comina, she'll be here," I said mechanically.
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Why Trees Lose Their Leaves
by Valerle Soledad
Yellow-orange longues of name licked al the logs. The blue-black nighl of Winler
peeked through the smoke hole. Everyone sal close to the fire, huddled together in big
buffalo robes. The littlest one, Eyes of a Rabbit, began crawling under the blankets to get
closer to Grandmother. When she emerged, tangled into her shiny blacle hair was a dry
cOllonwood leaf. The elders lauChed when the tiny girl began to yank viciously at the leaf
10 loosen it, only to get it more entancled. Only Grandmother did not laugh.
Grandmother's gnarled brown fmgers deftly combed through the tangles, but the ordeal
was still painful, for the little one's eyes filled with tears. She did not cry out though, she
knew beller than that. She was able to smile bravely when Grandmother showed her the
crumbling leaf. Grandmother palled Eyes of a Rabbit comfortingly. Gently she smoothed the
lillIe one's rumed tresses. I!, the summer when food was plentiful, Grandmother would have
rewarded her bravery with a bit of jerky to suck on. It was winter now. and there was
nothing to spare for the child's courage. Then the tepee became silent, for Grandmother had
a SIOry10 tell.
"A long, long time ago, when the earth was still very new, Man had a special
relationship with nature arid the world around him. Man 10ved all of nature, especially his
friend, the tree.
"Trees were very generous to man. They gave him shade, they gave him shelter, they
gave him food. They were Idnd to man because trees are very vain. Thry enjoyed the time
man spent with them admiring their beauty and strength.
'The trees leept the leaves on their branches all the year. Even in the winler the trees
were green, taldng pride in their lushness, when the rest of the world, including man, was
shivering in the cold.
"One year, Winter was very brutal. Man stayed in his little shelter, away from the
Wind. He did not come out to lIdmire the trees' beauty or to gather fruiL The trees were
Iislless without anyone to worship them, so when Winter's wind rattled their green leaves,
they sighed and lei the wind take them
"At last, Spring came. Man came out of his shelter, glad to be in the Sun again.
The trees, heartened by his presence, allowed their leaves to grow back.
"Every winter after that, when Man retreats inside, away from the cold, the trees
release their leaves to the Wind.
"But Little Rabbit, you are not like a tree, even if you did have leaves on your head.
It probably hurts a little more to release your leaves. hey little one?"
Grandmother held the c:hlIdclose and smiled at the youth in her lap..
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Study in Anatomy
by
Melissa Sautter
and
Shannon Sansoterra

SETIlNG:
Living room of contemporary 90's house. Colonial furniture. Couch SC with table in front
of it. Chair center stage L. Door SR.
CHARACfERS:
MOlHER

Petite, brunette woman around 4S. Dimwitted and airbeaded.

FAlHER

Balding, with glasses and slight build, around 47. Wimpy type.

CHARLOTIB

Genius in lCience around 18. Darlt brown hair, slightly wavy;
very domineering, with big attitude problem.

MR. STANLEY PIPPS

Salesman-short, stocky, with mustache, balding.
Act One Scene I

(Uving room. Knocking offstage R. Enter MOTHER from SL.)
MOTIlER: I'll get it. (She goes to the door and answers)
MR. PIPPS: Good afternoon, dear woman. My name is Stanley Pipps and I'm from Vacuums
Unlimited. Could I interest you in purchasing one of our custom made, heavy duty,
housecleaning miracles? Allow me to show you the new V-6 powered carpet sucker.
MOlHER: My, my, my, won't you please come in? I'm Mrs. Ludenbacher. Can I offer you
some tea? I most certainly would love to hear about your wonderful product and we seldom
get visitors. Please, please come in. (Motions Mr. Pipps to the couch and keeps talking
rapidly) Sit, sit. Now, would you like sugar or honey in your lea. or would you rather have
coffee? Don't be afraid to speak up. (MR. LUDENBACHER enters SL.) Father dear, look.
We have a visitor. Mr. Pipps, this is my husband Mr. Ludenbacher. I was just getting him
some lea, dear. Would you like some? Mr. Pipps sells vacuums and such. Isn't it splendid
to have a visitor? Show him some hospitality while I get the leL (Exits SL.)
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FAIBER: How do you do? (Sliaku MR. PIPPS' hand.)
MR . PIPPS: I'm well, thank you. As I was tellin& your wife I work for Vacuums Unlimited and
I would like IO dcmoosttate for you our ocw V-6 powucd carpet 11ucku.
(MR .
LUi>ENBACHER slts ln lais chair and lights pipe.)
FAIBER: My wife handlc5 the domestic responsibilities. Whatever she nccd11 for the house I'll
get her, so you don't have IO chann me into buying one of your vacuums. It's the little
woman you have to convince. Good luck, Mr. Pipps. (FATHER smiles and starts reading
the paper. MOTHER enters from SL.)
MOIBER: I'm back. Arc you two getting along? (Hands cup to MR. P.) I hope you don't mind,
I put honey in your tea. But of course you wouldn't mind. You ·look IO me like you have
a sweet tooth. Some women love a little meat on their men. I personally have a fetish for
avocados. It's the strangest thing, I know, but I just can't act cnou&h of them.
MR. PIPPS: (A little overwhelmed) Well, my new product is the wave of the future. (Pulls oUl a
briefcase) nus ii our V-6 powered carpet sucker: allow me IO demonstrate. (Puts vacuum
together out of briefcase) Easy IO assemble and the most powerful suction of any other
vacuum in the country. (Turns on vacuum which sounds like a power saw. MR. P. yells over
the noise) You can just feel the power in your hands. (Hands lt to mother who drops it on
the coffee table, where it siicts up everything: ash tray, magazines, tea cups, etc.)
MOIBER: Oh my, oh my. (Reaching for the table rrying to save something frantically . PIPPS
grabs the vacuum and turns it off)
PlPPS: Oh, I'm so sony. Please allow me to pay for the damage, it was all my fa1d1. (To himself)
I shouldn't have become a salesman. (To MRS WDENBACHER) My mother made me, you
know! I've always wanted to be a polka dancer, the best in the world! More popular than
Barry Manilow. But Mothu, she was so demanding, she crushed my dreams and now look
what I've done! I've intruded into your home and wrecked everything. Oh lord, forgive me,
I'm so sonyl (PIPPS starts crying hysterically as MOTHER and FATHER stare at him
flabbergasted.)
MOIBER: Oh, please don't get upscL (MOTHER pats PfPPS on the back) Nothing is broken,
sec? Just calm yourself, Mr. Pipps, and why don't you stay for dinner? We don't get many
visitors ever since the neighbors' dog dug up all of Cllarlotte's used experiment things. Boy,
that was a nasty scene. I was knee deep in rabbit bones, that girl! Oh well, anyway you'll
stay, Mr. Pipps. I'll go set an extra place.
FAIBER: Mother, while you arc up, could you bring me a martini, and speaking of Charlotte,
please tell her to stop using my razors for her damn experiments. (MOTHER exits SL) It'll
be nice to have another male around this house, Mr. Pipps. It gets to be an annoyance,
having two women in one house and you arc the only man. So you wanted to be a polka
dancer, ch? Do you have to wear tights and all that fairy stuff for that? You aren't one of
those fairy men, arc you?
MR . PIPPS: Why, ah, I don't really think I should stay, and no, I don't have to wear tights.
FAIBER: Nonsense, Mother says you'll stay for dinner and what Mother says goes. So
whc~b<>uts do you live?
MR . PIPPS: Not very far, actually. I live with my mother ab<>ut five or six miles from here. I'd
like to get a place of my own someday--my mother can be a pain sometimes.
FAIBER: I feel the same exact way ab<>ut my daughter Charlotte. Sometimes I just wish she'd
find a place of her own. She's eighteen, you know, and she's very smart. I'm very proud
of her but I swear sometimes she goes IOo damn far with those experiments of hers. At
first, it wu the cat-open heart surgery. I didn't mind that, though. You see, I hated that
cat but when she i;tarted using my razor blades, I couldn't take it anymore. I've run out of
things to shave with. She goes through twenty blades a dayl (CHARWTTE enters SL
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reading a bool. SM sits on tM couch nat to MR PlPPS.) Well, speak of the devil.' Hello,
dear. Why don't you give Dad a hug?
CHARLOTfE: Affection is a waste of intellectual brain activity, Father. Besides, I'm busy studying
for my anatomy project exam.
FATIlER: Well, at least say hello to our guest for dinner. Mr. Pipps, this is my daughter Charlotte.
•
(To CHARWITE untkr his breath) please do behave tonight. Charlotte.
CHARLOTfE: (Irritated) Excuse me, I must go feed the lab rats.. (MR. PIPPS rises and tries to
exchange greetings. CHARlDITE nods and exits SL.)
MR. PIPPS: Intriguing girl What is she studying to be?
FATIlER: Oh, she thinks she is loing to be the greatest woman scientist in the worJd. Such dreams
she has. Wen, why don't we go into the dining room? I'm sure dinner is almost ready. (MR.
PIPPS and FATHER exit SR, CHARlDITE enters SL. SM Is still nading her bool, but
aloud; sM sits on tM couch.)
CHARWTfE: ••..... basics of the anatomy include the vital organs of every living orlanism, but
the most complex and fascinating is the human anatomy. III intricate worldngs are still
wondered about by even the greatest of scientists. To see the human organs at work is
beauty in motion. It is suggested that one study the anatomy of the human cadaver soon
after death to get the full effect of its workings." (CHARImTE stops reading and lools up
into the audience, tMn notices MR. PIPPS' briefcase on the floor. SM snaps Mr fingers and
with a malicious smile darts offstage.)
CloSt!curtain.
Act One Scene 2
Setting:
Dining room. table and four chairs, table is set for dinner. MR. PIPPS, FATIlBR, MOlHER,
and CHARL01TB are sitting at the table. CHARWlTEis next to MR. PIPPS.
MOTIlER: Well, everythil1l is ready. I hope you lilce it, Mr. Pipps; Charlotte, why don't you say
grace?
CHARLOlTE: (Who Is wearing a lab coat) There is no Godl
MOTIlER: Yes. wen then I'll take tIIat as • 'no,' I'll say grace. Dear God, thank you for this
wonderful meal, this wonderful guest, this wonderful house, my wonderful husband and
daughter and please take care of Fluffy, my wonderful deceased cal (Everyone begins to·
eat.)
MR. PIPPS: Mrs. Ludenbacher, this is an extraordinary meal It's the best meal I've had since,
well, since yesterday with my ma. What's in this dish over here. It looks quite interesting.
(ReacMs for dish.)
CHARLOTfE: Oh, I'm sorry, Mother. I seem to have left my fungus sample on the table again.
(MR. PIPPS drops tM bowl and CHARlDITE screams.) Be careful with that. I've put four
weeks of woit into that project Doesn't anybody care? Nobody understands mel (Storms
out SL in a huff.)
MOTHER: Oh, my myI The poor dear. Oh, well, let's just finish eating. Maybe she'll calm
down for dessert.
MR. PIPPS: I'm terribly sorry for upsetting your daughter. I really didn't mean to. I seem to be
screwing up everything tonight. Maybe I should just go.

43

FArnER:

Nonsense, Pipps. Her Iittlc tantrums don't last lona. Shc'lI be back hcre (looking at
ill about fivc minutes.
MR. PlPPS: Arc you sure? I really didn't mean to upset her. (CHARLaITE re-enters with IuJnds
his wrist watd)

behind her bad,

then sits and pUIS her hands under the table.)

CHARLOTfE: (Vel)' sweetly) I'm sony. Mother, Father, I didn't mean to ruin your dinner.
MOnIER: That's o.k., dear. You're just in time for dessert. (MOTHER enters SR to get dessert.
FATHER lights pipe and sits back in cluJir.)

FArnER:

So, Mr. Pipps, how long have you been in the sales business? (As PIPPS talks to

FATHER, CHARL07TE

slips poison in his cup.)

MR. PIPPS: Wcll, air, not that long. You're my first customer. I just started ycstenlay. (Takes
Q sip of his coffee.
CHARL01TE watches him intensely.) As I said before, I was studying
to be a professional polka dancer, that is, until I had a serious pelvic injury. That's also why
I'm not married.
FArnER: (Brows raised) That's very illteresting, Mr. Pipps. Wheleaboull do you Iivc?
PlPPS: Well, I ... (PIPPS la/is to floor.)
FArnER: (Who has started reading the paper) What was that, Mr. Pipps?
CHARLOTTE: 011, look, Father, he was so tired he fell asleep at the tablc. Maybe we should
talce him somewhcre to rest in peace, I mean, comfortably.
FArnER: (Looking over edge 01 paper) Poor man, why don't you do that, Charlotte, and tell
Mother there'O be onc less for dessen. (Goes back to reading paper.)
CHARLOTTE: (As she exits) I'll just go get thc streICher from my lab. (Exits SL. Enter
MOTHER.)
(Carrying tray 01 pudding) Dessen is readyI (Trips over MR. P1PPS bUi doesn't lose
balance.) 011, Mr. Pippsl What arc you doing on the floor? My meatloaf didn't give you

MOnIER:

indigestion, did it? No, what a silly thoughL Father, why is Mr. Pipps on the floor?
FArnER: Hc's just taking a nap, dear.
MOnIER: Wcll, it's a good thing I washed ihe floor today, I wouldn't want him to get all diny.
But wouldn't he be more comfortable somewhere clse?
FAnIER: Charlotte just went to act a stretcher so that wc could move him. (MOTHER steps over
MR. P1PPS.)

MOnIER:

Wcll thcn, cat your pudding, dear. (She sits down at the table and begins eating with
FATHER. CHARL07TE enters with the stretcher and picks up MR PIPPS and starts to drag
him oUi 01 the room.) Oh, wait, dear. I just want to ask him one thing. (Walks over to
P1PPS and starts to shake him.) Mr, Pipps? How much was that vacuum you arc selling?
CHARLOTTE: (nervously) Ask him later, Motherl He needs his resl.
MOnIER: (still sluJking P1PPS) CharlotteI He isn't sleepingl He's deadll (To CHARLOTTE)

What have you done?1 First the cat and now thisl I'm tired of you killing whatever and
whoever you damn weO please. You had better shape up before I get so angry that I forget
you arc my daughterl Father, Charlotte has killed Mr. "fipps. What arc we going to do?
FArnER: What was that, Mother? Did you say the old boy was dead? What happened? He was
just speaking to me a minute ago. (Walks over to P1PPS and takes his pulse.) Well, you are
quite right, Mother, he's dead.
MOnIER: Of course hc's dead. Do you think I'm stupid?
FArnER: That's beside the point, Mother, but what arc we going to do about poor Pipps?
CHARLOTfE: Wc will do nothingI I killed him, not youl Hc's minel I need his body for study.
Hclp me, hc's gctting stiff and then he'll be of no use and killing him would've been a waste.
FArnER: No, Charlotte, you'vc done something far worse than killing the cal. This is a human
being and you will be severely punished for what you'vc done. This is the last strawl Go
to your room, you arc &rounded for a weekI
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MOTHER: Aren't we being a bit harsh? I mean, she was only grounded for 2 days after killing
Fluffy! And Fluffy was much IlIOn: interesting to ta1Jcto than Mr. Pipps. Besides, you didn't
mean it. Did you?
CHARW1TE: I did mean it and I'U do it again if I have to. Now give me the body.
FATHER: Charlotte, go to your room! (CHARUYITE exits SL stomping her feet.)
MOTHER: But what do we do with Mr. Pipps, dear?
FAll-IER: Well, Mother, get the shovel. We'U just have to bury him next to Fluffy.
MOTHER: Okay, dear, but what about the vacuum? I feel guilty for not paying for it.
FATHER: We'U just send a check to the company. (FATHER and MOTHER pick up the stretcher
and start to exit.)
MOTHER: I hope he likes the nice grassy spot behind the garage. I Jatow Fluffy did
FATHER: We really ought to do something about Charlotte's actions! She is getting a bit too
eccentric for my tastes. ut's send her to Uncle Morty, he'U take her. He always said there
was room at the mortuary for us!
.
MOTHER: What a splendid idea. Father. I will miss her, although it wiD give us some time to
be alone.
FATHER: Oh, I never thought of that. (Starts to kiss MOTHER.)
MOTHER: Oh, Father, not in front of Mr. Pipps!
(FATHER and MOTHER drag PIPI'S offstage L.)
Curtain closes.
TIIE END

45

